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FOREWORD 


Just a few lines to thank all of my friends who have 
made it possible for me to put out these words of my songs, 
and again would like to thank all of my radio listeners 
who have made my songs popular. 

And my Manager, Bill Ellsworth, who stuck with me 
through thick and thin when the going was tough. 

I wish to thank all of the people on the National Barn 
Dance at WLS, who co-operated with me and my part¬ 
ner, Chuck Swain, when we were known as the Blue 
Ridge Boys. 

Also I am deeply grateful to all of my friends in the 
armed forces who supported me and were also helpful in 
every respect. 

With the 101 Ranch Boys at the present time. They 
are a swell bunch of fellows. 

And last but not least I would like to thank all the little 
children who always were my largest listening audience. 

Sincerely, 

Lucky Lang. 




BIOGRAPHY OF LUCKY LANG 

Lucky Lang was born in Georgia, on January 27, 1913. 
He is five feet nine inches tall and has brown hair and eyes. 

His mother sent him to medical school and hoped he 
would become a doctor. But instead, Lucky Lang learned 
to play a guitar. He used to go to a friend’s house and 
play on his guitar. The friend also had an accordion and 
that is where Lucky got his start. He learned to play and 
sing with the accordion. 

As Lucky did not have enough money to finish school, 
he used to work nights selling newspapers to buy his own 
instruments. He then saved enough money to take lessons 
from a music teacher, Bob Burns, in his home town. 

Soon Lucky began appearing in amateur contests in 
theaters and won every contest he entered. Later he began 
playing with bands on radio station WSB in his home town 
where he teamed up with Chuck Swain. 

Later Lucky and his partner were called to radio sta¬ 
tion WLS in Chicago, where they organized a band known 
as the Blue Ridge Boys. After appearing in Chicago sev¬ 
eral years, Lucky Lang came to York, Pa., where he joined 
the 101 Ranch Boys with whom he is now playing. 

Lucky Lang has received mail from every state in the 
Union and has become nationally-known as an accordion¬ 
ist and singer. , 

Thank you, 

Bill Ellsworth, Manager . 


FLEETING MOMENTS 

These few fleeting moments have all passed away 
But the memories will linger nigh. 

God’s richest blessing to every one of you 
And until we meet again—Goodbye. 
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HONKY TONK MAMMA 

Honky Tonk Mamma, 

You better watch but for me; 

Honky Tonk Mamma, you got me where I can’t see. 
I was a-walking round and round 
Till I come to this hick town, 

When I met’cha baby, oh, gee! 

I thought you were the stuff, 

Honky Tonk Mamma. 

You gotta quit cheating with me, 

Honky Tonk Mamma; 

You lead me where I can’t see. 

I loved you once and I loved you twice, 

I said, oh durn! I think you’re nice, 

Honky Tonk Mamma, you better watch out for me. 




—By Lucky Lang 
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SPENDING LIFE WITH BROKEN DREAMS 

Life is so lonely without you, 

Each day is longer, it seems. 

My heart is empty without you 
Spending life with broken dreams. 

You smiled so sweet when we parted, 

Your answer I seen in your eyes. 

Now your life is with another 
Spending life with broken dreams. 

I know some day you’ll return dear 
And say that I’m your very own. 

I’m so happy without your schemes 
Spending life with broken dreams. 


—By Lucky Lang 










MY TEARS ARE IN VAIN 

My tears are in vain 
Over you sweetheart, 

Although I know you don’t care. 

Still thinking that you will come back to me, 
Just waiting though my tears are in vain. 

I needed your love 

When you said we must part; 

Another now looks good to you. 

Promises made to my heart draws you so near, 
Hoping still my tears are in vain. 

When loneliness strikes you 
And your heart is blue, 

Think of the one that you did wrong, 

Still wondering and waiting 
For your return 

Wishing, though my tears are in vain. 

Your other love has gone, 

Seems tired of you. 

It’s too late, your love I can deny; 

You’re unfaithful, so unkind. 

You’re paying for your deed 
Thinking still 
My tears are in vain. 



—By Lucky Lang 



RAILROAD BLUES 


When I hear that evening whistle blow, 
Then I know for sure it’s time to go. 

I’ll take the train for home 
And never more will roam. 

That’s why I’ve got those doggone 
Railroad blues. 

That gal of mine has gone away from me. 
That gal of mine has gone away from me. 
One thing that she left 
She went and left me free. 

That’s why I’ve got those doggone 
Railroad blues. 


—By Lucky Lang 








SAY A PRAYER FOR MOTHER TONIGHT 


There’s someone in this world 
I call my own. 

Some one sweeter 
Than anything I own. 

No one can take her place, 

She’s got the sweetest face, 

Say a prayer for mother tonight. 

Through all your pains 
And sorrows she is there, 

She helps and guides you 
With all your care. 

No matter wherever you go 
She shares her love, you know; 
Say a prayer for mother tonight. 


By Lucky Lang 
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MY WORRYING MIND IS A BROKEN 
SONG TO ME 

The time is so long dear without you, 

My heart seems to worry more each day. 
Life is cold and we always have to pay, 
My worrying mind is a broken song to me. 

I sing it o’er and o’er it seems to me, 

The sun and moon I time so patiently. 
Life’s pathway is long and hard, 

My worrying mind is a broken song to me. 


—By Lucky Lang 





THAT LITTLE BROTHER OF MINE 

There’s a little boy 
With blond curly hair, 

Who with all his toys he will share, 

He plays from break of day, 

I know I can say 

He’s that little brother of mine. 

There’s a little boy 
Never has to care, 

For his mother knows he’s always there. 
He seems to never care, 

In my heart right there; 

He’s that little brother of mine. 


By Lucky Lang 
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I’M WAITING LOVE AND LOVING YOU 

I can’t understand we’re not together, 

It makes me lonely and sad. 

Some day I know that I’ll be back in your arms 
When you decide what you want me to do. 

We’re many miles apart and no answer, 
Praying for you night and day, 

Dreaming of the times we were together, 

I’m waiting love and loving you. 

Now you’re gone with another, 

I’ll make believe you are by my side, 

Thinking of the times when you were so near, 
I’m waiting love and loving you. 

Tho today is just a memory 
And my dreams wander back to me, 

Then your playing around is done, 

I’m the only one; 

I’m waiting love and loving you. 



—By Lucky Lang 
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RIDING WITH MY SILVER SPURS 

There’s a horse I like to ride 
Way up in the sky, 

That’s where all good horses go, 

I know again some day 
We will ride on that great day, 

Riding with my silver spurs. 

The prairie dry and I 
Keep wishing that I 
Could ride old Dan tonight. 

My dreams are all in vain, 

But we will meet again, 

Riding with my silver spurs. 

—By Lucky Lang 
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I’M LEAVING 


I’m leaving now; I hope you’re happy, 

At least I guess you’re satisfied. 

You broke the heart that ioved you dearly, 

I tried to laugh but instead I cried. 

I’m leaving now for you don’t love me, 

You are my darling, I’m just your friend; 
While you are sleeping I am waiting 
For the lonely night to end. 

I’m broken-hearted, it seems you’re happy, 

I don’t know why it has to be; 

Your eyes they sparkle just like diamonds, 

But your heart don’t beat for me. 

I’m leaving now but I’ll remember 
The day we met—our parting now 
Seems like a dream, but it is true dear, 

With a worried mind I’m leaving now. 

—By Lucky Lang 












THAT LITTLE PRAIRIE MOTHER OF MINE 

There’s an old and aged lady 
Who through the day keeps humming, 

Even though she’s tired and blue, 

Her smile is always kind and true, 

That little prairie mother of mine. 

Her hands are all wrinkled, 

She’s getting old and gray; 

Her smile is filled with sadness, 

Her heart is as pure as gold, 

That little prairie mother of mine. 

Now mother’s passed away, 

Gone to that land to stay; 

But I know we’ll meet again 
And she’ll be happy then, 

That little prairie mother of mine. 

—By Lucky Lang 



i 


13 





I’LL BE TURNING ROUND THE BEND FOR HOME 


When I hear the whistle blowing 
And the roosters crowing, 

I’ll be strolling in the park 
And then I’ll make a mark, 

I’ll be turning round the bend for home. 

When the clock began to strike 
I took off with all my might. 

The one I left behind 
Took me off her mind; 

I’ll be turning round the bend for home. 


—By Lucky Lang 



THE LITTLE WHITE CHURCH ON THE 
TOP OF THE HILL 

The little white church 
On the top of the hill, 

That’s where my mother did pray; 

But our Master has called, 

Mother loved us all— 

She lies on the top of the hill. 

In my memory today 
When she passed away, 

Brother and I were there alone; 

But the little white church 
Is where I go there still, 

She lies on the top of the hill. 


—By Lucky Lang 




I’LL MAKE THE SANDS OF TEXAS MY HOME 

The sands of Texas sparkle 
Like a crystal in the moonlight; 

The stars keep shining in the lane 
From the deep blue sky. 

Then the break of day 
Comes merrily on its way; 

I’ll make the sands of Texas my home. 

My mother waiting there, 

With silver in her hair, 

Yearning for those happy days gone by 
In the little rampled shack, 

Some day I’m going back, 

I’ll make the sands of Texas my home. 

—By Lucky Lang 
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WE’RE RIDING TO GLORY WITH UNCLE SAM 

• . We are riding to glory with Uncle Sam 
And we love our flag so true. 

Fighting our battles with all our might 
For America the U. S. A. 

Keep a-marching boys for Uncle Sam 
Keep in line for victory. 

We’re riding to glory 
For Uncle Sam 

And saddling up for the U. S. A. 

The boys are dying each day for you and me, 
Fighting to keep our country free; 

Fighting battles with all their might, 

Uncle Sam the U. S. A. 


—By Lucky Lang 







MY GEORGIA GAL 

Since I left my home in Georgia land 
I’m lonesome all the time, 

And I wanna go back 
To that little moss shack, 

To that Georgia gal of mine. 

Chorus 

My Georgia gal I’m sad and blue, 
Though it hurts me so 
When you tell me that we’re through, 
And you promised little darling 
Always to be true. 

We’re many miles apart, 

You’re the little girl of my heart, 

My Georgia gal I’m coming back to you. 

You made a promise dear, 

It would be in just a year, 

That hill billy wedding just for two. 

It hurt when you went away 
And my heart just wants to say 
Come back little girl of mine. 



—By Lucky Lang 



WON’T YOU LOVE ME SWEETHEART 
ONCE AGAIN 

Though you are gone I can’t forget you, 

Time will heal all aches and pain. 

You left me for one who doesn’t love you 

Why won’t you love me, sweetheart, once again? 

You led me on the day that I first met you, 

We promised true love till death us part. 

My heart is broken, sad and lonely, 

Why won’t you love me, sweetheart, once again? 

The day that you left you said you’d return dear, 
No reason at all why we should part. 

You wanted new thrills—who is against that? 
Why won’t you love me, sweetheart, once again? 

Time passes by with broken memories, 

With memories only of you; 

I long for your return and I want you back again, 
Why won’t you love me, sweetheart, once again? 



—By Lucky Lang 




RIDING ON 


Riding on, riding on 
O’er the great divide, 

Sun is rising high, the desert is hot and I 
Keep riding to that other side; 

Riding on, riding on, 

O’er the great divide. 

Keep moving old pinto, 

We’ve got to make our ride, 

For the morning sun is still by our side. 
Riding on, riding on, 

O’er the great divide. 


—By Lucky Lang 
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£ucky £ang’s favorite 3?oems 

MY FAITHFUL DOG 


Oh, I loved him like a brother, 

And he walked with me always 
When misfortune was a stranger 
And the whole world sang my praise. 
But when fortune smiled on others 
And my own light dimmed the while, 
Then the man who once was friendly 
Sought another for his smile. 

And the world was mighty lonesome— 
I was just an extra cog; 

Till one day I found beside me 
In my lonesomeness, a dog. 

And his eyes lit up with pleasure 
When I spoke in friendly voice. 

And my shoulders straightened slightly 
When I found I was his choice. 

So today I’m back and climbing, 

I’ve found happiness again. 

Soon I know I’ll be a winner— 

Can forget the old time pain. 

And beside me, in fair weather, 

As down life’s bright ways I jog, 

You will always find beside me 
That true friend, my faithful dog. 


—Mary Jean Shurtz 
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MY ONE TRUE FRIEND 



You can gain a lot of knowledge 

Just sittin’ on a log 

And a-whittlin’ kind o’ slow-like; 
Watchin’ your old friendly dog. 

You can learn of faith and friendship 

And the things you ought to know 

Just a-dreamin’ by the hearthfire, 
Watchin’ two brown eyes that glow. 



When he wags his tail he means it 

As a sort of “howdy-do.” 

And the length of that new friendship 

Is, from then on, up to you. 

If you treat him as a pal, then 

He’ll be with you to the end. 

I have known a lot of humans 

But I’ve had but one true friend. 



Yes I’ve met all kinds of humans 

As down life’s rough path I jog, 

But I’ve never, in my lifetime, 

Met one double-crossin’ dog. 

Muddy paws are oft a nuisance 

But they never strain your life. 

While the mud some folks sling at you 
Cuts you through, just like a knife. 


1 

Oh, I’ve had acquaintance often 

With a man or woman, who 

When life turned its back upon me, 

Kinda turned against me, too. 

But I ve learned my lesson now, and 

As down life’s path I wend, 

I’m content to have beside me 

My dog—my one true friend. 
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DAD GAVE MY DOG AWAY 


My dad gave me a brand new bike, 
A streamlined one of blue; 

With silver lines for trimming; and 
With all the “extras” too. 

I looked it over, but I knew, 

It never could repay, 

For what my daddy did to me, 

He gave my dog away. 

I know a dog’s a lot of work, 

If you want him there. 

You have to feed and water him 
And house him too with care. 

But it was fun for me, because, 

We’d always romp and play, 

But, without asking me at all, 

Dad gave my dog away. 

I hurried home from school last night, 
And, with the usual glee 
I sped right out to play with Spot 
He didn’t rush to me. 

Then I asked dad if he’d seen Spot 
But dad, he wouldn’t say, 

Then mother told me afterwards— 
Dad gave my dog away. 
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I know the new bike cost a lot, 

And would please many boys, 

But I would gladly trade it for 
My doggie’s playful noise. 

And though I thanked both mom and dad, 
And they, thought me quite gay, 

I hurried to my room to cry— 

Dad gave my dog away. 

Dad says that boys outgrow such things, 

As counting dogs their friends. 

He says that I will have to learn 
That childish hurts DO mend, 

And so he bought the bike for me, 

It stands there, blue and gray, 

But it’s just a reminder that 
Dad gave my dog away. 

When I am grown and have a lad, 

Who’ll want a dog instead— 

Of costly bikes and things; 

I’ll never turn my head. 

I’ll think of all the grief I knew, 

When I came out to play 

And no small paws pounced on my knees, 

Dad gave my dog away. 

—Mary Jean Shurtz 
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THE LITTLE BLACK DOG 


I wonder if Christ had a little black dog, 

All curly and wooly like mine; 

With two silky ears and a nose round and wet, 
And two eyes that glisten and shine. 

I’m sure if He had that little black dog, 

Knew right from the first—He was God 
That he need no proof that Christ was Divine, 
But just worshipped the ground that He trod. 

I’m afraid that He hadn’t because I’ve read, 
How He prayed in the garden alone. 

For all His friends and disciples had flown. 
Even Peter, the one called a stone. 

And, oh, I’m sure that little black dog, 

With a heart so tender and warm 
Would never have left Him suffer alone, 

But creeping right under His arm, 

Would have licked those dear fingers in agony 
clasped 

And counting all favors but loss 
When they took Him away would have trotted 
along 

And followed Him right to the cross. 


(Author unknown) 
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